REGINA CELI-AN EASTEB ANTHEM.
Y CHAILLES CURTE HAHN,

Rejoles, 0 Quesn of heaven, rejolesl
Alleluia!

Th' angelic host Tot thy sweet voieo

Lead {n trinmphast hiymus of praiso

For this most glorious day of days,
Allelaia!

For He whom thou in parity bore,
Allelzin!

Is risen ; and the tomb no more

Can boll the faithfzl who wiil riss

With songs of triumph to the skias,
Alleluin!

Fois risen! He s visen!
Alleluin !

Broken is the darl: slone prison;

Angels stand before tho tomb ;

Easter light dispels its gloom,
Alieluin !

Ho in riren, Loud we sing;
Alieluie!

But with anthems, npwand wing

Flaintive I eriea to thee,

= oo nobis,” Star of the sea!

Alleluia.
AN EASTER BONXNET;
OR.
Why Mrs. Philemon Kesterson
Was Worried.

BT KATE M. CLEARY.,

OT haven't tried
a muflin, dear,”
said Mr, Kester-
SO,

“No,” dismal-
1s.

“Nor touched
vonur chop.”

“No,” more
di*lnu"j‘. -

“Nor tasted
vour coffee,”

T “Nop" most
dismally.

I It wus n very
pretty room, that in which the Kester-
sons sat at breakfnst, A big Persian
rug partly covered the yolished tloor;
there woere sa<h enrtains of China silk
on the windows: the table was a mira-
cle of suowiness, .!nm'I-;Ip, and Il:lll]llillg
viands: a bowl of vinlets stood on the
low, tiled mwantel, and over on a broad
Iotinge in the baywindow kicked a lit-
tle dimpled, rosy baby, Philemon Kes-
terson, Jr.

“My love, what is the matter?”

“Oh, nothing!”

“You are ill. Aungnsta, or you are
worried.  Which is it?”

Mrs. Kesterson rolled between her
slim white fingers oue of the ribbons
of her old-rose morning gown.

“I'm w-worrieid,” she replied, with
quite 2 pathetic tremble in her voice.

“Well 2" gqueried her lord.

“I haven't any money!” broke out
Mrs. Kesterson.

Philemon stared.

“Why, my dear Angnsta, it is only
five days since you drew £50."

“I—1 know, darling: Lut I saw such
lovely faille selling at an absurdly low
price, [ thought it wonld be swind-
ling vou not to buy it.  You'd have to
pay so much more, if I shonld happen
to need some in the fature.  Don’t you
sea, love *"

Mr. Kesterson pnt his hands in his
pockets und leanod back in his chair.
He had not been married long enongh
to make him cither eallons or irritable
regarding requests for money.

“Well, no, my dear: 1 can’t exactly
say [ do.  Wlhat is it yon need?”

“A new hat to wear Faster Sunday.”

M:. Kesterson langhed.  “Now, why
in the world o women alwavs want a
unew bonuet for Easter? I don't buy a
uew hat becanse Lent is over. Well,
well, how much will the honnet cost *”

“1 don’'t want a bonuet,” eorrected
Mrs. Kesterson, “I want a bat. A
Lonnet makes one look so old.”

Philemon smiled benignantly on the
dimpled wild-rose face across the
table, and thonght it wonld be a pecul-
inr head-dress which could impart to
its curves and color an nppearance of
age.

“Well, a hat, then., How much?"

“T don’t know, but T did see just the
very one J want. It was in Palmer's
window—the loveliest hat, all sage-
green velvet and surah, and the cun-
uingest little enrly tips”

Mr. Kesterson smiled more broadly.
He rose.  He Kissed his wife.

“Money is very scarce, my dear, Imt
Il see—I1 see!” And he shrugged
himself into his light spring overcoat
and betook himszelf dewn-town,

If not exactly an old man’s darline,
AMis. Kestorson was the adored wife of
a man considerably older than herself.
Buat than <he was barely 20,

It was quite a chilly morning, and
the dranght circled through the car on
which Mr. Kesterson n le to his p]fl\'v
of business at a positively rheumatic
rate; but Philemon was oblivious of
such small discomforts. The con-
seionsness of u kind deed contemplated
seemed to keep his feet as well as his
heart warm.

“Wonder if she thonght me indiffer-
ent to her request.  She'll know bet-
ter this evemng. Won't she be de-
lighted. though?” And be rubbed his
bearded chin in an eestasy of anticipa-
tion. Arrived at State street he turmed
in the direction of Palmer’s millinery
store, Within half & block of his des-

SroU HAVESN'T TOUCHED YOUR CHOP,
BEAR,” HE SAID.

tination he was startled by a slap on
the shoulder. -

«Hallo, Kestarson! Where are yon
bound for ?”

A reddish
Llush, passed over P
face.

hilemon’s honest

low, the very parxdy of &
he recollected that Char-

more recent one.
“To tell you the truth, Kent, I'm
going to buy my wife a bonnet—no, a
hat.”
Charley first langhed and looked
quizzieal, then grew suddenly serious
as the possibility of his Dora being at
that moment sighing for suitable head
covering oceniged to him.
“Women always do want new bon-
nets for Easter, don't they 2"
From the standpeint of a longer mat-
rimonial experience, Philemon, with
decision, answered, “Yes.”

“Funny, ain’t it2*
“Guess Tl go with you. How do
vou know you'll get what your wife
will like 2"
“That's as easy as rolling off a log.
She told me.™
“0Oh! Not a surprise, then
“No."”
When the two gentlemen entered
Palmer’s, Mr. Kesterson explained to
the saleslady who waited npon them
the particular features of the ic-
nlar chapean his wife desir At
least, he endeavored to deseribe them.
“The color had two names,” he said,
“and, though I ean't exactly remember
them, I know I would if I were to hear
them again.”
“Crushed
gested.
‘-S"."
“Harrison blue ?”
“No-0.”
“Terra cotta?”

yn

strawberry 2" she sug-

husband as himself, because s much | shny

on the sofa. “A new

B e ot b
toward it. “From Plrmar'a. How I

should love to see it! I believe I shall
take s peep. Dora and I are so inti-
mste she won't mind." So, according-
Iy, two small gloved hands
cord, removed the paper, took off
the cover, and unswathed from its
tissne-paper wrappings a green velvet
hat all trimmed with surah and curly
tipa.
“Oh!" she cred, “my hat!® Forin
imagination it had already been hers.

“MY HAT!” SHE EXCLAIMED,

She stooped to pick up the eard which
had fallen on the rug. In blank as-
tonichment she read the line thereon.
In wild suspicion she re-read it. Inan

Mr. Kesterson wiped his forchead.
He feared his friend was langhing at
him, and he was becoming desperate.
“Yes,” he murmured, “I think that's
it—terra cotta.”

“0Oh, then, this must be it,” and she
brought from the showease a trim little
bounet.

“Has it tips? She said the one she
preferreéd had tips.”

“Dear me, yes,” replied the sales-
lady, as she smilingly revolved the
bounet before his ignorant eyes.

agony of doubt, bewilderment, misery,
she perused it again. Her husband
had sent Dora the very hat she had de-
| seribed to him! Hadn't she heard
| nmors of his having been attentive to
| Dora long ago? Dut now! that was
| his writing—and his name! with his
dear love—oh! DBut Dora would be
returning soon! In a feverish hurry
Mrs. Kesterson restored the lat and
card to their places in the box and
tied up the latter. Then she drew
down her veil, let herself softly out of

prise. She wasso
mirth. When
she went nup to her husband, and =
ing over the back of the

he sat bent and kissed him several

times.

“You dearold Phil! I was ecross
to-night—wasn't I1? And I didn't
thank you for that beantiful bonnet!”

“But " stammered Kesterson.

“It is exactly the shade of the faille,
and T'll have my dress of that made np
right away. It is a charming boanet!
Yon darling Loy I*

Beamingly Mr. Kesterson received
his delayed caresses. Dut he made up
his mind at that moment thatone never
could understand a woman, and that it
was no use trying to do so.

EASTER THOUGHTE

Fs

Eneeling beside her ‘inid a knecling throng
In the dim twiligh: of the templs, whers
Tie Easter buds, scemt laden, fillad the afr
With sweet aromna, and the solemu somg,
Low chauted, floated through the holy place,
I watched the curtain of ber meiting oya2s
Vell their soft radingce, and o'er that fair face
Btole reveront stillness. as with gentle 5
Sins from her'sinless lips wero soon confessed.
(Ah, fairest saint, wers all sins but as thine !
Then lifting bor white forebesul fromn its pil.
lowed rest,
'l'umlur her sad sweet visage, puro with thought
divine,

ﬂhemuru:inred. bending toward me a3 T sal,
‘L‘h;.r.it-& Mrs. Bmith yet woars her winter

An Ancient Custom.

Tt is difficult to ascertain the precize
origin of the graceful custom zo uni-
versal in France and Germany and
more or less prevalent thronghont the
world of offering eggs at the [estival
of Easter. The Versians give each
other eggs at the new year, the Rus-
sians and the Finns et  the festival of
Easter. Among the Domans tha year
opened at Easter, as it did among the
Franks under the Capets. Muotual
presents were Dbostowed; and as the
egg is the emblem of the beginning of
all things, nothing better comld be
found as an offering. The symbolic
meaning is striking ; eggs are the germs
of fecundity and sabundanee, and we

the house, and hurried home. There

wish our friends all the blessings coun-
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“All right, then.
of cards.”

On one he wrote the address and on
the other, “With my dear love. Phile-
mon,”

*“How much?”

“T'wenty-five dollars.”

Kesterson gasped, but he went hero-

0N

i

Giive me a couple

BUYING THE BONXET.

ically down in his pocket and connted
out the sum.

“Think I'll take that one for Dora,”
said Kent, indicating an sesthetic hat
in the window. And when he had paid
for it and given the address he and
Kesterson walked out and over to
Kinslex’s, *where on the strength of
their good deeds they treated them-
selves to a very choice luncheon.
Meanwhile the intelligent and dis-
criminating saleslady boxed and for-
warded Mrs. Philemon Kesterson's
terra-cotta bonnet to that lady, but
inclosed Mrs. Philemon Kesterson's
card with Mrs. Charley Kent's green
velvet hat.
- -

- L

“Not at home ¥*

“No, ma'am, bt she will be =oon.
Won't you step in and wait?”

Mrs. Kesterson hesitated.

- -

ruby portieres, its sparkling little fire,
its general air of comfort and cosiness,
was most inviting. So she went in.

she drew the portieres and went away.
Mrs. Kesterson, seated by the pi

suit,

ley Eent was

probably as indulgent a

She was
fatigued, The parlor beyond with iis

“Mrs. Kenit said she wonld be back
by four,” said the servant, and then

pauo,
pretty as a picture, in her moire street
Jooked eritically around the room,
as women have a trick of doing when
alone. Her glance fell on a peonliar-

she fonnd awaiting her the terra-cotta
bonnet. “He dido’t inclose any card
to me!" she commented, bitterly!
“Oh, no! Just sent me this ugly old
thing.”

When Philemon, radiant at the pros-
pect of his reception, entered his home
thust night he was confronted by & red-
eved, irresponsive, and resentful little

¥.

“W—what is it, dearest? Didn't yon
get the—the hat "

“No, I did'nt get the hat,” retorted
y his wife, with a stinging emphasis on
the pronoun, which was qguite lost on
her innocent spouse.  “J got a hideons
little bonnet.”

“Wasn't it the one vou deseribed
queried Philemon, aghast.

A look of crushing scorn was the
only answer he received. That very
evening, as mute and miserable they
sat in the parlor, who should be nsher-
ed in but Mr. and Mrs, Charles Kent.
And Mrs. Kent wore her new hat. She
to come! And wear it! The insolence
of it made Mrs. Kesterson grow white
as death. But what was that Charley
Kent was saying in that rollicking
voice of his?

“Look here, Kesterson, the eard yon
wrote vour wife to-day when we bauk-
rupted ourselves on Faster bonnets,
they sent home in Dora’s box.”

“Eh?" eried Philemon.

Mrs. Kesterson gasped. The blood
came back from her heart with a rush.

o

IT EXPLAINED EVERYTHING.

She went up to Dora and began talk-
ing to her rapidiy, cordially, affection-
ately. BShe could hear the tlemen
jesting over the mistake, lﬁr

chases, and her husband nringg::

he had bought the wrong hat after all.

tained within the slecder shell when
we offer this gift, whose fragility
represents that of happiness here be-
low. The Homans commenced their
repast with an egg. hence the pro-
verbial phrase, “Ab ovo usque ad
mala,” and we still say, to express go-
ing back to the commencement—Dbe-
ginning—ab ovo.

The Bad Egg’s Revenge.
N
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The Simnel Cake.

A very curions old Easter custom in
Shropshire and Herefordshire, Eng-
land, is to make a rich and expensive
eake called a simnel cake. The eakes
are raised and the crust is made of
fine flour and water with enough saf-
fron to give it adeep vellow color. The
interior is filled with materials of &
very rich plam eake, with plenty of
candied lemon peel and other good
things. They are made up very stiff,
tied up in a cloth and boiled for several
hours, after which they are brushed
over with an egg and then baked.
When ready for sale the crust is as
hard as if made of wood, n eircum-
stanece which has given- rise to varions
stories of the manner in which they
have at times been treated by persons
to whom ther were sent as presents,
sud who had never seen one before,
one ordering his simnel to be hoiled to
soften it, aud a lady taking hers for &
footstcol. They are made of different
gizes,

EASTER,

EY JOHNN B, TADN.

meteor, lnrge

Fell n golden seed of Light

Om the field of Chistinms niglt,
When the Babe was born.

‘twas sepulehred in the gloom,
meu, tomb

The evening passed delightfully.

Philemon looked at his wife in sur-

Flashed its everiaating bloom,
Flower of Easter mora,

. SOME EASTER FLOWERS.

A Few.of the Many Blossoms Appropriste
to the Seasoh.
ASTER-DAY, the
glory of the Chris-
tian year, is essen-
lially s feast of
flowers. Highest
among them is the
lily of purity, em-
blem of the An-
nunciation to the
Maid blessed
i among women,em-
blem also of the glorious resur-
rection. Its beauty lies sleep-
ing in the dormant bulb; it 1is
the very prototype of the mor-
tal svhich shall put on immor-

tality.

Every florist's window noy shows a
mass of “Faster lilies,” a popular
name applied indiscriminately at this
season to several differing varieties.
The original “Easter lily” is Lilinm
candidum, s native of the Levant, and
one of the oldest known species. It
displays & panicle of snowy flowers,
usually from four to eight in number,
buds and blossoms together. This
is the lily wusually represented
in devotional pictures. Two other
varicties often referred to by the
same popular name as the preceding
are the trumpet and Bermuds lilies.
The first is noticeable not only for the
length of its blooms but also for its
firm texture and lasting qualities,
However, the Bermuda lily, which is
very similar to L. ecandidum, is now
grown more extensively than ail the
other sorts put together, in spite of
being rather lacking in substanee,
The bulbs are inexpensive, being im-
ported from the West Indies, and the
tlowers are very readily forced. They
may be Howered by Christinas, while
other varieties are much later. Tor
foreing, the bulbs are potted in the
autumn or early winter, being kept in
a vool plage until the pots are filled
with roots; they are then bronght into
a warm ho¥se and treated to a gen-
erous diet. They flower from eight to
ten weeks after the change in tem-
perature. A house full of Bermuda
lilies is a glorions sight in the bitter
winter weather; everywhere straight,
shining foliage and proundly held stems
with a erown of huds and blossoms.
As soon as the bnd unfolds the tlorist
removes the anthers from the stamens,
lest the immacnlaje purity of the calyx
should be soiled by the fairy gold-dust
of its pollen.

Another Easter lily is the familiar
calla. It isnot alily at all, being an
arnm. Our familiar jack-in-the-pulpit
is one of its poor relations. The large
whis» bract which apparently forms
the flower is &1 reality the spath which
protects the trune intlorescence, the
yellow spike in the center. This spike
18 a close mass of tiny flowers. The
stately habit and fine foliage of the
cn'sa make it o decorative that it
never really goes ont of fa<hion, like
tuany of its peers, for, alas! fickle
feshion.flike many of its peers, invades
sven the realms of nature, and the
tflower of one season is relegated to
oblivion during the next.

While the lily tyvifies the glories of
the resnrrection, passion-tlowers are a
symbol of the pain and sorrow of the
thres great days. A devont faney
makes every part of the flower em-
blematic of the Passion; the stigmas
represent the three nails, the anthers
the five wonnds, and the curions ravs
of ibe corona the crown of thorns; the
ten petals represent the ten faithful
aypostles, the digitate leaves the hands
of the persecutors, and the curling ten-
drils their scourges. It is a beantiful
faney, more suggestive of Gerarde or
Tradescant than of our modern botan-
ists, thongh they do «ot all belong to
the Gradgrind school.

EASTER EGGS.

How to Uolor amd Decorate Them — An
Ancient Customn.
EEEERAHE custom of giving
egRs as presents
abont Faster time i3
ancient and wide-
spread, but its true
origin is lost in ob-
senrity.  In Englaud
it has been revived
of Iate years, and the
shops at Easter are
fall of prettily dyed
ornamental eggs of all deseriptions
and of varions priees, many of the
more expensive ones containing valu-
able gifts. A basket or dish of freshily
boiled and eolored real eggs placed on
the breakinst table on Easter morning
is, however, preferuble to imitation
eggs, while the preparation of them
will give pleasure and occupation to
the younger members of the family,
There are many ways of coloring the
eggs; logwood chips, if used in small
quantities, will eause the egg to assume
s port wine color, while if more chips
are added the eggs will be black. 14
is imyossible to say the exact quantity
of chips required, depending on the
quantity of water nsed, but it can easily
be ascertained when the Honid is snffi-
ciently dark by taking up s little in a
spoon before putting in the egg. For
brown eggs, boil them in coffee; for
yellow eggs, in onion peelings. Cocli-
neal will make eggs any shade, from a
deep erimson to a lovely pink, accord-
ing to the quantity used. Another wayr
of coloring eggs is to wrep the eggs in
pieces of silk of different shades, place
them carefully in a sancevan contain-
ing plenty of warm water in which has
been dissolved a lump of common
washing soda, and boil for an hour:
then remove. the silk covering and
allow the eggs to cool graduoally.
‘When sufliciently cool to hold in the
hand, rub each one over with a little

there wif before bolling them,
or&imlingﬂ‘:minlo the boiling dye.
Wherever the is the dye does

spotted or striped or with other de-
vices, as the case may be, or the name
of the intended recipient of the egg
may be written on it in the same man-
ner, when it will appear afterwards
uite distinet. In dyeing eggs care
Ehou.lﬁ be taken to use only one spoon,
snd that an old one; an old sancepan
should sl:o be use;i. Tnd will an w?r
the puﬁma perfectly if previonsly
thoroughly cleaned. Some of the
pretticst eges are coated with gold
and silver; thisis not difficult to do,
Boil the eggs for an hour in plain
water only, then when quite cold rub
them all over with painters’ size. Pro-
cure some gold or silver dust, such as
bookbinders use, put it in a saucer or
plate, roll the eggs gently one at a
time till the egg is entirely covered.
Or the egg may beat first colored, and
s name, a date, or any other device be
put on in the same manner with the
size and dust. Gold and silver leaf
can be used, if preferred, instead of
the dust, but are more troublesome ta
manage,

AN EASTER EVENT.
DY 5 A. GARRISON.

In the hay-mow, cnder the bay,
Hiding the «igs for Easter Day,

Mamma wonders : “The hens don't lay;
We'll not bave epgs for Easter Day.”

Didn't know—In the mow were Toto aml Jay,
Hiding the eggs for Easter Dny.

=“AMino red!” said Alice. “Mino green,”™ said May
But not an egg was fouml that day.

For the rognes bad stowed them all nway,
Up in the hay-mwow, under the bay.

“How warm anil surny,” said little Mav,
“Let's g0 out in the Lot to play.”

So they frolicked amd tossed the hay;
*Look!™ eried Alice. *A pest M crisd May,

*Heon a neat for eany & day
Now we'll bave eggs for Easter Day.”

Two boya, that eve, stroilvd in from play—
Though ‘twas Easter ove, they'd nothing to sax

THE HISTORY OF EANTER EGGN.

T is =aid that most
things in this world
) have their poctical as
well as their material
What can be
more commonplace
than an egg? But in
the French language
it claims an entire eookery-
book to itself, and enters
into the simplest as well as
the most recherche of cui-
sines. It aeccomyanies the
poor man’s homely rasher and
furnishes the Parision exquisite

with his omelette sontle at the

Prois Freres. Yet the egg in
all ages and in every country has been
the suliject of poetical mythe and
legends. The ancient Fins believed
that a mystic bird Inid an ecgg on the
lap of Wainaimon, whe hatehod it on
his bosom. He let it fall into the water
and it broke: the lower portion of the
shell formed _the earth, the upper the
sk, the lignid white became the sun,
and the velk the moon, while the little
fragments of broken shell were changed
into stars.

COLORING EiGs,

The simplest way is to bay dyes of
different colors, thit are to he found in
every drug store: Lt yvon munst be
sure to inynire for those whick are not
joisonons. All of yon mar not be able
to procure them. hnt there are many
other things tlat may be used, and
which produce very odd and pretty
colors.

Onion peels and soot boiled togather,
then strained, make a rich mabogany
color. This color will vary in shade
according to the qnantity of each nsed.
One of the prettiest ways to color
eggs is to procure bright calico that
will fade, sew it closely around the egg,
then boil it. The exact pattern and
colors of the calico will be transferred
to the egg.

MANUFACTURE OF IMITATION EGGS.

The manufacture of imitation eggs
in sugar and pasteboard has beecome,
both in France and Germany, a source
of important traffic. In Paris, espeei-
ally, the splendor and Iuxury of the
Faster eggs are almost fabulons, 1In
Germany the tastes of the people are
wore ‘simple nrd their means more
limited than those of their Gallic neigh-
bors: consequently the cost of an Eag-
ter cgg, even when most gorgeons with
colors and gilding, seldom excesds two
or three gulden.,

A Bad Ege.

It emwe to paes on Faster D

A bad egy went outdours 1o play;
There kappensd along
A minn with s thoog,

And b drove Mr, Bad Fgg away,

An Easter Card.
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